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So after an unforgettable journey we reached
Sabarmati Ashram of which we had heard so much
but knew so little. Gandhiji gave us a most affection-
ate welcome and after inquiring about father's and
Jawahar's health, he asked someone to show us to
our rooms. We stayed in a sort of hostel for stu-
dents, very bare and unadorned and not too com-
fortable. We had to sleep in a large room all toge-
ther and only mother had a room to herself. It was
very cold in December but we had to get up at 4
a.m. to attend prayers, then bathe, wash our own
clothes, spend some time with Bapu and do as we
liked for the rest of the day. Having to wake up so
early was rather a difficult task for the first few
days. But it was worth the trouble, for the prayers
held on the banks of the Sabarmati were very beau-
tiful and I did not like to miss them a single day.

The Ashram was composed of several small
cottages scattered about. The main central cottage
belonged to Bapu. Others were occupied by Maha-
deo Desai and nephews of Gandhiji and other work-
ers. Several families shared a cottage. Usually
everyone slept on the floor which was not at all to
my liking though I soon got used to it. The food
we had was very simple, much too simple in fact.
It had no masalas, no ingredients to make it tasty,
it was simply boiled. All of us found it very difficult
to eat it at first. I for one was perpetually hungry
and looked forward to going home and having a
square meal.

We had to wash our own clothes at the Ashram.
It was no joke washing thick khadi, and in those
days the saris we wore were terribly coarse. Mother
and an elderly cousin of mine were given a young
boy to do their washing for them, but the rest of us
had to do it ourselves. The first few attempts were
none too successful but tjy the time we were ready